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Tn E plan of the following 

Drama is adopted from the Perſæ of Æſchy- 
lus. The Greek Poet compoſed his Tragedy 
in order to gratify the feelings of his Coun- 
trymen, by celebrating one of their moſt 

| ſplendid Succeſſes over their inveterate Ene- 
mies the Perſians. As the Britiſh Victory of 
The Nile is hardly inferior in brilliancy, and 
will perhaps be equally important in its con- 
ſequences to the Athenian Triumph at Sala- 
mis, the Author does not know, in what mati 
ner he could more forelbly comtmemorate the 
ihuſtrious Exploit, Than by adopting the ſame 


a 2 mmcans 


( iv ) 
means, which were ſo ſucceſsfully employed 
by the Ancient Poet. He has not conſulted 
the Greek Tragedy, fince he firſt conceived 
the deſign, as he wiſhed his Poem to be rather 
a free Imitation of the Conduct, than a ſer- 
vile Copy of the Sentiments of Æſchylus. He 
has introduced the ſpirit of Louis rather from 
a deſire of following his Original than from 
any partiality to the increaſing Taſte for the 
interpoſition of ſupernatural Agents in the 
affairs of the Modern Stage. | | 
It is hardly neceſſary to obſerve, that the 
Poem has been compoſed in a very ſhort com- 
_ paſs of time, The Author was anxious, that 
it ſhould appear, while the Public mind was 
ſtill glowing with the Event, which it cele- 
brates. This is the ſole conſideration which 
could have induced him to treſpaſs ſo much 
upon the indulgence of his Readers, as he 
muſt 


( 
muſt do, by committing ſo haſty a Compo- 
ſition to their peruſal, His Poem muſt be 
full of defects. If nevertheleſs, from the in- 
tereſting nature of the ſubject, it ſhould have 
the good fortune to be favored with any de- 
gree of public approbation, he hopes to be 
enabled in a ſubſequent Edition to remove the 
Imxerſections of the preſent, 10 


it. Director of che Republic of F rance. 

2nd. Director. 

| Miniſter of War. 0d 1499-10 53 
Spirit of Louis. up Net z d bod 


Mieſſenger. 


A Belgian. 
Chorus. Compoſed of Ancient Men of Paris. 


SCENE. 


The National Gardens. Temple at a diſtance. 
Altars near. Citizens buſy in adorning them with 
Flowers, Paintings, Incenſe, &c. 


Banners and various Trophies hung around. 
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BATTLE of the NILE. 


MINISTER. Cnonus. 


Miniſter. Ga ZE venerable Men, around : 
RY | Beti6hd, | 
With what fond haſte the joyful Citizens 5 | 
Prepare the Rites of this high F eſtival. | 
Chorus. In honour of what Triumph? = 
Minifter.  Albion's fall. 8 
The great Republic has decreed her doomz 
And with gay pomp and high ſolemnity 
Will celebrate the illuſtrious atchievement. 
Already ſee, as certain of the event, 1818 
lend Tovery wreaths the ſtatues they adorn : 8 
bs A Lo 


. 1 


a 
* 


0 


e 
Lo! on the Altar lies the Incenſe pil'd, 
That ſoon ſhall blaze, and breathe in fragrance 
— | 8 rs 
From yonder Fane, to DT RG | 
The Goddeſs will deſcend, to whom the Free 
Reſcued from Superſtition, proſtrate bow. 
Chorus. What Stories theſe trac'd by the Pain- 
ter's hand * 
Miniſter. Theſe are the inuſtrious deeds a an- 
cient times, 
Pictur'd upon the hallow d Altar' s Baſe, 
They ſhew what Romans were of yore, the Race 
With whom alone our French deign to be nam'd. 
Here Prug ſteraly gazing on, his 80 tg 5 
| "Down bent beneath the Axe. The Vounger there 
| Over his Friend with Poniard lifted, (Gp: 
Ready to frrike, 2 
Corus. Examples great; but 9 
And hard to be attain'd, by men, who on 
Aﬀections mild, and ſocial Charities, -: | 
Mi nifer,.. The,F ree alone Ang iemiration. * 
But ſee, to grace this proper Feſtival. 
Cartbage ſupplies ungumber d ſcenes. Behold, - 


— borne in triumph through. high Rome, 
* 4 * 
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3 
Diſplaying naval ſpoils and Punic Chiefs : 
Here the proud Tyrian City wrapt in flames, 
Caſting a dreadful radiance o'er the Deep: 
There, in the Capitol, the Orator, 
Graſping his Scrowl moſt .cager, thunders forth 
Her doom, and ſhakes the Romans liſtening round. 


Chors. What a moſt hard and furious Fr ront 
he bears! 

. niſter. O halte, ye hours of criumph. foil 
deſcend 


From thy proud height, O Albion. Much we long 


To deck our Youths with Laurels, fill theſe Groves 
With Pzans, and to rapture wake all France. | 
Three Wars the Roman wag'd bloody and long 


Gainſt Carthage ſet in oppoſition dire. 
' The modern Mariners in days as few 


Shall to the terrible Republic bow. 
But ſee the g great Directors bend this way 
With reverence In, receive them Citizens. 


xſt DIRECTOR: 2nd DIRECTOR: | 
MINISTER. Cons. | | 


of Director. Ye Men of Paris, favor'd Sons. 
1 'of Preedom, | 
+ #34 . A 2 vl Of ö 


Of the Great, Nation Citizens illuſtrious, . s 
Conqueſt be ours, and Glory: — O'er the Deep, 4 
Far onward to the Eaſt and riſing day 5 
France ſends her Heroes forth. Malta has fall'n, 
Malta, proud ſcene of Knights and gallant Feats 
Which Solyman, imperial Sultan, nam'd 8 
Magnificent; whom the wide Eaſt obey d, 
Left after fierce aſſault untam' d. The Earth, 
And all her Empires fink beneath our Arms. 
Chorus. Happy the Plains waſh' d by our na- 
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tive Seine, | | 
Immortal Stream ! now raiſed to equal faine 
With Roman T iker ; ; bleſt with Sons as brave. 
| Miniſter, Auguſt br th plac'd upon A 
Throne 
Higher than e'er was reach'd by Kings, to you 
France bends. Your will is law. To you ſhe gives 
Vain of the ſway, her F leets, her numerous Hoſts, 
Her Palaces by Monarchs' built of yore, 3 
Her Vines, and Harveſts, and high piles of Wealth. 
Ev'n life her Sons but hold as you decree 
Safety or death. Speak, and her Armies fly 
In dreadful viſitation forth, and hake wt 
The Nations : France impatient | waits your call ; 
Her 


( 91 
Her F oreſts from their Mountains ſhall deſcend; 
Ocean ſhall groan beneath their weight; the God: 
His Trident yield ; and Albion be no more. 
aud. Director. Curſt be the Iſle : I hate the 
Race, the Name. 


17. Director. Brother, give quiet to your 
heart. Her ſun 
Is ſetting: Proud and daring though ſhe be, 
Yet ſhe muſt fall: Fate gives to France the world. 
Miniſter. Ev'n now in other Climes, beneath 
a ſky, | 
That ſmil'd on Ceſar and Olympia's Son, 
Her doom is ſeal'd. 
f.. Director. High Miniſter of War, 
Thou, if I not miſtake, Spectator ſtood'ſt, 
When from our Harbours the proud Armament 
Held her bold way on to the boundleſs Deep. 
Miniſter. 1 ſaw, and rapture filld my gazing eye. 
If, Director. Deſcribe the Scene: Oſt have I 
heard : Yet is 
The theme ſo ſweet ; that the ear never tires, 
And repetition charms like novelty. 18 
Miniſter. I ſtood upon an high and barren. 
Rock: Is fa 
„ The 


1 
The Sun was riling o'er che diſtant Alps: 
Through a deep Vale, that winds towards the 


3 
Beneath me paſs'd horſemen and armed Foot, 


Troop after Troop, with — Arias, and 


Plumes 
High bending, bright with Hope, burning for 
Fame, | 
Their Temples circled with Italian Wreaths, 
Soldiers and Chieſs, men more than Kings I faw 


Thoſe who at Arcol conquer'd ; who renown 'd 
La Chinſe, the Adige and. Caſaſola ; ; 


Heroes of Rivoli and Mantua; ; 


And who at Tarvis left a deathleſs name 


On the cold ſnowy Mountains bove the Clouds. 


On, beneath Banners waving wide, they mov'd 
To ſounds that breath'd of war: the Aww, the Shores 
Recchoed. 
4 17 Director. How the Picture warms my Soul. 
Miniſter. Before them 2 mounted * rl a 
Stec 8 
Richly capariſon'd, a Royal Gift, 
Bearing upon his Helm a ſtately Plume, 


The Hero, who hath rais'd the fame of F rance, | 


> | 


ny 5 | Italia“ 
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Italia's dread. All eyes he drew, yet paſs'd 
Proudly unheeding on: The multitudes, bn bid 
Spead o'er the hills, upſent a loud acclaim; _ 
But He, for his high ſoul diſdain'd applauſe, -- | 
Fix'd on the Main far onward to the Eaſt. 
Intent his ardent eye. Upon the ſhore 8 511 
A Meſſenger from the Imperial Court 
Before him ſtood: Inſtant re 

In juſt contempt of Kings and Emperors, 
And with proud foot mounted the loſty Bark... 4 


1}. Director. O France, your e Louis 


at the hour, Sent 1 
When his great name fat in its high ein, 
Dar'd not diſplay a Spirit ſo illuſtrious. we O 
Miniſter. O had your eyes ſed on the r 
ſcene, 


When forth in pomp Gil'd the . 1 
be ſea was mild; the ſky was clear. The Rocks, 
f 1 bat like a Creſcent form the beauteous Bay, 2 
Were ſpread with gazing multitudes. The ſign 
Was ſeen, The. cheering farewell loud uprais'd- 
Was heard from every Bark. A thouſand Sails 
Open d their gleaming Canvas to the Suna 
A thouſand, 8 Streamers wanton'd 1 in the wind. 


The 


s 
1. Lb 5, we 


. 

The Veſſel huge, bearing the Italian Chicf 
Pride of our Harbours, foremoſt rode: then paſs'd 
Scatter'd in groups, Tranſports and armed Ships, 
A Navy vaſt, covering the wide ſpread Bay. 
Along the diſtant Rocks they held their courſe ; 
Then dar'd the opening Main. With eager eye 
We ſaw them gradual leſſen, ſaw them ſteer 
Towards a Promontory vaſt and high 
Far ſtretching out in Ocean. Round the point 
| Winding they difappear'd ; and nought was ſeen 
But the extended ſea and vaulted ſky, 

1f. Direfor. O France, O Paris, ſeat of Li- 
O Towers and Temples, haunts of Freemen, you 
The Winds the Waves obey. - Your ſons they bear 
To Syria, Arab, and the Land of Nile. 
The Empire old and vaſt of Othman's race. 
Falls at your touch: Beyond the gulph of orm, 
Beyond che Ind, and Ganges, famous Streams, r 
In lands which Alexander left untrod, * of 
Your Banners 197 4 era Clarions ſound. - The 
Submits. Her Spices breathe, her Balſams blow 
* or  Gallia, and the ſons of Seine and Rhone. 
hs | 2ud. Direfter. 


Ci 92 )) ; 
and. Director. Then Albion falls never to riſe 
again. „4908. 
That hated race on Indian Plains alone | 
Can find deſtruction: they have Power, have Fame, 
In Honour, Juſtice, errors old, ſev ere 
Aw'd by a God and dread of other worlds, 
Of purpoſe ſtern, dauntleſs in reſolution, 
Hateful of Flattery, Foreign Gold diſdaining, 
And wedded firm to that baſe prejudice 
Their Country's love. O riſe ye Waves, and 
whelm 
The Land, the Ras: But for that puny Ile, 0 
Cover'd with ſogs and milde ws, caſt aſide 
By careleſs Nature from her nobler parts, 
Europe had bow'd entire; and the wide Earth 
From Eaſt to fartheſt Weſt obey'd our France. 
. Director. That proud that great event now. | 
haſtens on. 
Behold yon Elmy Grove whh Sommer green: 
Ere the leaf wither, or the ſapleſs branch 
Bend with the cold weight of the Winter ſnow, _ 
Her Sceptre ſhall be broke; and over Thames 
From London's Walls and Towers our Banners 


5 


B and. Director. 


ww } 
21d. Director. 0 al. ye guardian Deities ot 


France, 
To whom our Temples AG. our Altars blaze, 
Freedom and Reaſon and Equality, 
Befriend your Sons; and nerve the arm that ſtrikes 
At Albion's weal. So may the wide Terrene 
Leave their falſe * and 2 * names adore. 


1 136 1 
* 


| Cnonvs., 


| Choraz::: O Brothers, thus alone, we may op lai 
Our griefs, may pour our ſouls unaw'd: tos far, 
Too far, to evil days antl Evil ſcenes 
Nature hath borne us on: The Truths, the rites - 
Sacred or moral, taught in youth, we ſee | 
Prophan'd, -and the Profeſſor. mik d with ſcorn. 
We ſee the bands of ſoft Society ce 
Diftdlv'd; Ev'n fond Affections, Inſtincts WAN 
Gainſt the ſtrong force of Nature, for the time 
Strangely extinct. O France, O native Land, 
O Realm in which our Fathers glorious liv'd, 
We love thee; we adore : thy exaltation 
Chang'd as thou * would n our lagging 

Veins bie i 
Kindle again our Youth's proud blood. But ah ! 


Theſe triumphs, but the meteors of a day, 
Delight us not: Thy Rulers young and vain, 
O'erpower'd by long Proſperity, let looſe 

The Paſſions, and to Juſtice deaf, ruſh on 

Like the rough ſtorm, reſiſtleſs, terrible, 

Making the world ſport for their wild Ambition. 
Not ſuch the Empire rais'd for length of time. 
The loſs of Public Honour, Public Faith 

We mourn; and thee O Juſtice, fountain pure 
Of Right, thee moſt lament we : thou mult be. 
Where Men ſeek laſting Triumphs : Thou alone 
Can'ſt ſure Dominion raiſe, or rais'd maintain, | 


 STROPHE 1. 


Stern Spirit, of unbending mind, 

Ev'n to thyſelf, at duty's call, unkind ; 

To whom, thy purpoſe to reſtrain, 

A kneeling world would plead in vain ; 

Where thou. bear'ſt ſovercign ſway, the land 

F. irm, as an Alpine Rock, ſhall ſtand ; 

Secure ſhall ke t the ſtorms, of Battle blow; Ko 

And ſhelter AM. her Sons, and proſtrate hurl her 


Pf oe. 
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ANTISTROPAE il, 2 


Our Sires, a forage Race, of yore 

Roam'd the wild Heaths and barren mountains 
oer; | 
Thou firſt the Hordes did round thee call; 

And rear the lofty City's Wall; 
Join the nice frame of Law; controul 

The Paſſions; and adorn the Soul. 

Man learnt a nobler Nature to diſcloſe ; | 

And Egypt form'd the ſage; and famous 1 
roſe. 


STROPHE 2. 3. 


Power, with relentleſs Rage allied, 
And Soul ſubduing Terror at his ſide, 


„ 


Hiding his proud front mid the ſæy, 
And lifting the red Spear on high, A 
May fuſh through blood from land to land, 
And ſeem the wide Earth to command; 4 | 


Soon without thee his Empire melts away, 


A Fabric rais'd on Sand, a Statue hap'd from Clay. 


ANT1- 


( 3 


ANTISTROPHE 2. 4. 


Why proudly midſt the deathful ſtorm, 
Does Albion lift unhurt her awful Form ? 

Why, as her Rocks reſiſt the wave, 

The ſhock of ruſhing nations brave ? 

Why to the heights of Glory climb, 
And there with firm foot ſtand ſublime ? 
Tuſtice, 'tis thine; thy. precepts ſhe ador'd ; 

2 thee her Councils poke ; for TM un- 
© theath'd the Sword. 


wan: 


70  Tarrepid Spirit, as of yore 
To riſing Rome, on Tiber's ſhore, 
7x hou did'ſt appear: ſo now on Seine 
Our Pride and wild Ambition rein: 
Go with our Legions forth; and be 
Our Pilot oer the deathful Sea : 
V pon their daring way 
The Gallic Conquerors ſtay, 
And bid them you on, wand thou doſt : 


12 WAY ect BAN ICKS 


Sud; , 


Be 


n 


1 
Be with thy awful mien, 
By wondering Nations ſeen; 
Severe o'er Gallia's Councils to preſide : 
So be our Sons with Glory crown'd ; a OH 
And humbler Nations willing bow around, 
And love the bliſsful Land, where, Jultice, thou 
art found, 


MINISTER. Caozus. iſt. DIRECTOR. 
2nd. DIR EC TOR. 


Miniſter. Joy ro you, Men of Paris Glory 
and Fame: 
The great Republic triumphs : Victory, 
Faithful to Freedom, wreaths in diſtant Climes 
Her Laurels round the brows of our Defenders. 
Chorus. The world alone can limit our renown. 
Miniſter. Among the tributary Realms of 
France, AO 1205 
Egypt is number d, all the Land. of Nile. 
From City on to City paſs'd our Hoſts, * 
And where they came, they conquer d. Mighty 
States, 5; bia e de es | 
People and King, expecting ſtood, and bow'd 
* Obſe- 


„ os 32 
Obſcquious. Our Renown, much as our Arms, 
Won our bold way. In vain the Arab'wild 
From fleet unbridled Courſer ſhower'd' the Storm 
Of Arrows; and to Deſarts backward oy” 
Vain was his Seymitar and fiery Steed 
To the enervate ſerbile Marmaluke. 
All periſh*d,” or beneath their native Nile 
Whelm'd, or in death biting their torrid Sands. 
From" Turkiſn ini 970 the NO mo of 
Moſques 

Fell the pale ould. - while eiern 825 
Saw her proud Banners wave in wanton pride 
From Caire's Walls and Memphian Pyramids. 

. Chorus. Rapid has been the e at t once, 6 

and glorious. Seils yio 201 

1. Director. Few Suns upon us roſe; e 
We bound our anchor d Barks to Afric's Rocks 5 
Till Egypt, potent Realm, obey d. Our March 
Was rapid as the Nile at overflow 3552 | 
And, as'his'torrent; irreſiſtible. 
Like the diſcloſed Lightening, we were ſeen 
In but a poĩnt of time from North to South. 


Great the renown of * while Rome was | 
free, 


For 


| 
| 
1 
1 
| 
| 
" 


| 4 +4 
For length of March, and boundeſs Rule: But 


Rome K 03, nien (1] N 
From age to age, race 1 race, „ wild. on | 
Building up Empire. Lo one ee 10 


France hath erected Domination wide, 


From Suez Eaſtward on the Arabian wave, 
To Gades fartheſt Weſt z a range like Which 
Was ſcarcely roam'd of yore, deſart and wild, 
By Indian Bacchus, or the Herevlean might. 
Aud. Director. Albion, attend, and tremble. 
V. Director. While we ſpeak, | . ct 
Beneath the Sun, that now above us 3 | 


The pillar, that her ſtrength Coloflal bears, 


Moulders i in duſt. Our Gauls have paſs'd the Seas, 

And left the fiery Deſarts' waving Sands, 

The Nubian Mountains and the poiſon'd air. 

On Indian Shores, . Deccan and Malabar, 

Or, rounding Ceylon's Iſle, within the Bay, 

Where Ganges ſea - like ends beneath Bengal, 

Our Banners they unfurl; our Files diſplay'd, M 

The Briton drops appalbd his ſword; in gaze 

The Native ſtands, and wondering bows ſubmiſs. 
2nd, Director. Albion has been: Her Wealth 1 

her glorious N ame 


Have 


1 


Have been. Among the Realms beneath our fway 
Now rank her Iſle. So great, ſo wiſh'd the event, 
That though at hand, and doubtleſs to be wrought, 
Strange Fears with Hope are mix'd, Give me to 
fee, | TE. 
O France, the fall of thoſe rude Iſlanders, 
And their proud Monarch at my feet, enough 
I ſhall have liv'd ; and in eternal ſleep, 
Sated with Glory, will repoſe content. 
Miniſter. To this great work our dreadful 
force we bend | 
Entire. The power of Othman, Friend of France, 
An Empire peopled well and large, we dare: 
Malta we ſeize ſecure in peace and faith : | 
Ev'n Alla's name we learn in Orient Climes 


To bleſs, and Wine renounce, and bow in Moſques 

Obſequious. All which Art can win, or Power 

Can force, *gain'ſt Albion and her Sons we try, 

Roaming the wide Terrene to work her fall. 

it. Director. All theſe our * toils are 
crown'd at length 

With Glory.” Be it loud through France ai 'd 

That Albion falls, h e 
eee Miniſter; 


„ 
© Minifter. The found has gone abroad, 
From Northetn Calais to the mouths of Rhone.” 

V.. Direttor. Marſhall our Armies ee for 
England. 5 
With thouſands and ten thouſands, Hoſts on Hoſts 


In numbers without number, 
Cover the Atlantic Shore and the long: Coaſt 
Of thoſe fell Streights that guard the hated Race. 
Fill all our Northern Towns with Armies, Breſt, 
Calais and Havre, Dunkirk and St. Omer: 
There let them, like the noble Fowls of prey, 
Expedtant over Albion hang; there muſe 
Till the great hour, on vengeance; there by threats, 
And hope of ſpoil, and meditated Rage, 
And the dread joy of wild extermination, 
Work'd up to ſavage füry, wait, like Hounds 
Within the ſlips, and pant to be let looſe 
Upon the proud and barbarous Iſlanders. 
2nd. Director. That this juſt fury want not pro- 
vocation, , ar Hi Ny 
That the whole ſoul be laſwd up into e 
That pity viſit not the heart, nor jot n 
Of human weakneſs move it, be with care | 
5 . diſpers'd of ſtrange barbarities, 


* 


4 | 


Captives 


& WW 7} 
Captives entomb'd in Dungeons deep and dark, 
Fathers and Sons and Brothers pining od 
In famine, of the Priſon's noxious air, 
Of poiſan'd Water and.unwholeſome Bread ; 
Such cales, among the murmuring Soldiers ſpread, 
Will like intoxicating fumes, inflame.  . | 
To wildnefs, and the direſt paſſions rouſe. 
I, Director. Be it through France to Gund 
of Trump proclaim'd 4 
That England, like a City — war 
Is render d up to plunder Gallia's ſpoil. 
Aud. Diractor. Now, thou prop Miniſter, that 
ni; haſt aſpir d TS: af's 
To-bear thy Country. agb up „ ind Fr rance, / 
Folding her ſorth in idle oſtentation 
Saviour of Europe and ſole Arbitreſs; 
Now tremble, and thy daring vain repent: | 
Tis fix d chou die.. Thougl unſeduc d by Gold, 
Nor tertiſyed by chreats, and holding ſterrrn 
Thy purpoſe, all elfe bow'd or falling off, 
Thou now muſt yield; and little will avail 
Or Patriot Spirit, or Atchievements paſt, 
Or Glory, or thy grateful Country's love. 
Fl 1 Diradbor. O Citizens, the ſubject amy ſoul, 
5 C2 And 


Shall ſtand, and mark the ſpot, where London was. 


Her Palaces, her Nobles' rural Seats, ' 


Her Champains wide, Foreſts, and oak-clad Hills, 


C = ) 
And my full heart dilates with exultation. 
Our dreadful Mandates have gone forth, and doom'd 
The haughty and renown'd Metropolis; 
The ſeat of Men no more, ſhe ſhall become 


The haunt of Fowl and Beaſt: a Pillar fole 


Rais'd on her Ruins; to remoteſt times 


Chorus. We would not, high pg breathe 
a word, Ban Hatcriq Uta T 4c 
That might or check the joy, or damp the fire, 
Now blazing: But let Reaſon rule our thoughts 
A Nation free, proſperous, and great, like ours, 
In actions ſhould be ſhewn, not boaſtings vain. 
What if, for once, Fortune our Standard leave? 
1/. Director. Periſh ehe coward _ child 
of weak age; 


Our French, with courage far renowu d, defy 
Her treacherous wiles ; ſee now beneath the N 


In yonder Mart, devoted Britain's _ * 
Proffer*d'in fale to the rich Citizens, 


Her pleaſant Gardens on the banks of — | 
Her Paſtures green by fruitful Rivers ſpread, 


Ea 
Our Gauls already number o'er, and claim 
As Right, and will ere long ſecure poſſeſs. 
Miniſter. Mine be the care that at the hour in 
which 
Our Eaſtern Triumphs are proclaim'd and loſs 
Of Indian Wealth to Albion, from our ſhores 
The Legions multitudinous deſcend ; 
And on the Iſle, with conſternation ſeiz'd, 
Burſt like a ſtorm, and at a blow deſtroy. 
p 1/t. Dire. Go on, ye happy Citizens, pre- 
The Altars, flowery W reaths, and feſtal Quires, 
Sweet aids of Mirth. All France ſhall joy. The 
Bard | | 
Shall in fine phrenzy lofty Pans frame; | 
And Seine, and Loire, and Garonne ſhall reſound 
Muſic's wild notes: On our high Hills ſhall 
The lofty. Piles, danc'd round by happy Gauls: 
Our Cities all be grac'd with Laurel Wreaths ; 
And the wide Realm be one great Theatre; 
A People in the hour of Glory met. 
Victors rejoicing, their great Foe o'erthown.. | 
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hog 5 ,.Cnopus, liv ts 2031 
* Chorus: er ye daring fouls, ſons of Am- 
bition. Mis! 
Far other thoughts, bred: of r rule 
Our Boſoms : we have longer liv'd, and ſeen 
The hopes of en Man blaſted: We * 
Fh⁰v˙ng ee eee dim (ll; 2d no; batt 
What hazards nice wait the bold e dl Fit 
What tragic deeds oft cloſe the eventful ſcene 
Open'd in joy and promiſe. Theſe are truths 
Which lapſe of years and flux of human things 
Have taught your Fathers: and you Sons, will 


know Inn 
Adverſity; and Fortune's bitter —_ FA flat 
Upon che high tide of Proſperity 2 te 


Le have been borne : to K n e 
Of Empire, and with Victories ador gd, 
You ſee the Realms of Europe proſtrate bow, 
Waiting your will, one people ſole exeept, 
Whom to have leſt unconquer'd britigs no ſliame. 
Nor this exaleed ſtation do you hold © 510" #. 
Or meckly, or in Juſtice; and each State ; 


Truſt to the voice of age, though now it yield 
5 


£ 7 NA Prudent, 


6. 02 
Prudent, and bend before the driving Storm, 
With the firſt blaſt of adverſe fate, will _ 
Indignant, and its proud Oppreſſors cruſh. 


Nor can we not miſtruſt your boafts ſo high 


Thunder'd 'pain'ſt mm Midf the wreck of 
States "4 


They hold their Iſle in peace, and ſtand ſecure 3 
Baffling our Legions, as their Rocks the Sea. 


What Swords, what Banners ſhews Pariſian Seine 


* 


England's diſgrace ? But Trophies numberleſs 


Her Glory, grace ker Temples and high Mart. 


When was the time, go back through Centuries, 
In which our Gaul 'gain'ſt Albion lifted Sword, 
And did not lay it down baffled and ſnam'd? 


Theſe are the thoughts of Age, prudent and ano 


Ev'n for our Sons, now warring in the Eaſt, 


We fear, nor lightly : Britons too are there : 
And ev'n if Britons give no check, the Clime, 


The People, marches long, and burning Sands, 
And Famine, and unnumber'd deſperate ils, 
Which ruſh in threatful viſions on the mind; 
O'erpower us, and witch trembling ſhake our 
frames” Err onmrind wt 4449177 
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When firſt on Afric's torrid rad | 
The bold Gaul ſpringing touch'd the ſand, 
Sudden a Serpent, Omen dread, 

With belly prone of monſtrous ſize, 
And blood and venom in his eyes, 
From Pompey's Pillar heav'd his head, 
And moy'd in volumes on, a hideous train. 
Then, with fierce Creſt above the ground, 
He roll'd his forked Tongue around ; 
And on a Gaul, riſing to ſtrike in vain, | 
Darting infix'd a deadly wound. 
In wild amaze _ 
The Legions gaze: 
Down black with ruſhing death the victim 
ſunk, | TY | | 
The Monſter ſafe recoil'd and to his Covert 
| ſlunk. 3 | 


|  ANTISTROPHE, 
Ah! ſee before me dreadful riſe 
The ills of thoſe diſtemper'd ſkies. 
There the burning Deſart's breath, 
Touch'd with Fire and bearing Death: 
7248072 There 


There the Arab leaves his Dart * 
Flying in the Invaders heart: 
There along che darkening Land 
In waving Mountains tolls the Sand: 
There on the burning Temples playa 
The torrid Sun's Meridian blaze: 
While Thirſt, the Tyrant of thoſe hot Do- 
mains, 
Wich torture wrings the ſenſe, to dane fired. 


the Veins: 


Fpobt. 
Thou too, O Peſtilence, art there, 
Fell Child of Sutnihet's blaſted air: 
In Ethiopian Foreſts rank, 
In Cairo's Rifled Allies dank, 
Elouded with noxious vapour thou n 
And moving o'er the Land. 
No Weapon in thy hand; why, | 
Midft filence drear, or lowly mürmur d as 
- Sre'ſt Crowds around thee dying bow” 
And in mute terror AF gi 
Or iin the diſtaner wild appeat | 
Forth flying to the Deſart 
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O daring Patriots, valiant Band, 
Whoſe infant forms 'twas ours to rear, | 
Whoſe arm we taught to liſt the Spear, 10 
Dear to your Fathers and your native Landy 
For you we pour theſe tears, 8 
For you we breathe theſe fears : x ys 
O ſwiftly o⸗ er the  billowy mr" 
May kind gales bear you to theſe hills again, 
: Upon the ſounding Shore, 
All toils and danger o'er,, 
Your faithful friends your fathers burn 


To claſp their helmed Youth, and hail their wi wiſh'd 
5 8 return. A Je an 


— FOIL 
4 I A 18.891 


iſt. DIRECTOR. * DIRECTOR. 88 
10. Direttor. - A Meſtnger from the Beyprin 


ſhore! | h J 1 
and. Director. Ev! n now verde with” * 
Miniſter. LIK N 240 HL 


1 Direstat. Thie Fa myſterio Kledite 
1 frights my Soul. ig 100124 uc i Hott 
and. Direfor. My * ee. lonely, ene 
faid, and rn 


88 


he. 
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No: ſound of joyful Horn before him blown 
He mov'd along; nor to enquiring Crowds 
Gave Gratulation ; nor upon his Hemm 
Shewed, as in ſign of joy, the eee 


Chorus. O wy prophetic- * m 
2079 2 4 en 15 
MINISTER... pt DIRECTOR. 2 Di- 
RECTOR. ,Crorvs, 


 Miiftr. Rulers of France, 

Now cel your breaſts : that nobleneſs of Soul 
Now ſhew, midſt triumphs never yet attaiti', 
True Fortitude, firm Spirit in defeat. - : 

"+ Director. nne the fcetie fuck probe 

uſhers in. 

- Miniſter. Behold the Mefſenger : by him be told 
What I would ne'er have heard, will not relate. 
Meſenger. 0 n in happy 115 and wu 

high hope 
Enlivem d, I did leave thee': now T bone 
Heavy and ſlow the faddeſt Meſſenger, 
That ever Hll'd a mourning Land with tears. 
Chorics. O my unhappy Sons, for you I fear! 
- 249." Direlpr. Speak 'ſt "thou e Eagan 
Sloryt Quick unfold. * K 
1797 Da | Ma 
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Meſſenger: oo aper of the e ye — 
Who reſt beneath the One denn ye, 
With what reluftance, agony of thought, 
And faint heart ſickneſi I recall the day - 
On which ye fell; the ſcene ſo glorious 
To England, and the triumph of her ſons. 

aud. Director. Sounds hateful, ſounds — 

Meſſenger. But too true; . N 
The Sun ſhall on our proud Fleet _ on | more, - 
Hear the recital ſad, - There is a Bar,, 
The Egyptian Hordes call it Aboukir, hows 
Secure, and calm. Herein in level Row - +. 
We moor'd our Barks: their Anchors bit the Sand, 
A Rock, that barren riſes near, we crown'd + - 
With Cannon, that did ſeem to guard our Front, 
Threatening to tear the hoſtile Fleet oppos d. 
But, though a Foe let me to Worth be true, 
No danger can o'ercome the {kill; or daunt 
The Souls, of Britons. As the Sun went down, 
They left the open Main, entering the Bax 
With ſpreading Sails and Cplours waving wide, 
And Cannons threatening ; and, no ſhout uprais'd 
Ne 0 yoſees heard, with BSE Courage ſtern, 
Sound 


* 4 
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- 0: ag 
Sounding the Shallow, ſteer'd midſt Rocks and Sands 
Adventurous, till twixt us and Egypt's Coaſt 
Half of their Fleet lay anchor'd : Then began 
The work of Death. On either ſide each Bark 
Its whole Artillery pour d: The darken'd Waves 
Flaſh'd-momentary to ten chouſand Fires, 
With the dread ſtro * Veſſels N The 
And cavern'd be eins 121 
Reſounded. Egypt's tawny Sons look'd on 
In wild amaze: The Monſters of the Nile 
Heard, and within their ſedgy Lairs retir d 
Lay trembling. Night came on, and o'er the ſcene 
New terrors pour d, darkneſs and ſilence. on 
With added fury rag'd the War. The Balls 
Fell thicker. Down the gallant Warriors ſunk, 
| Chieftains and vulgar, ſide by ſide in death, 
Red o'er the Decks the blood ip torrents flow'd. 
The Sails and tatter d Shrouds flew wild: At times 
Some lofty Maſt ſhiver'd came tumbling down 
Wich hideous craſh and ruin wide: Midft death 
And deſolation fury new inflamd 
Each ſide Britons and Gauls, the FO of ſhame, 


W n baren Deſpair, 


1 


| | 


0 
Tope, or the thought" of Fame tlirdugh endleſs 


Weiche fa hos ev axis” Hi eur AN 
A mingled wur of Paſſions: Long the ſtrife, -: 
And dbubeful. Victory to neicher land. 
At length, the Bark, Iargeſt of all our Fleet, 


n the deep gloom of aun wag i 


flames, 442 ( 202 47) bigh ods 177 
Shows dreadful forth, and into air up flow. 
Wich liftre-dazzling ſrom exceſs. of licht, 
And loud exploſion dire, wich which coinpar'd: » 
Thunder is ſoſt, that n oot Air, earth and ſd a. 
The Shores of Egypt trembled — 
The Pyramids and Cajro's faered Moſques: 
Heard from afar; and TFhebes, did Thebes now 
| ſtand, 4. ae ad b . wi 4 DDD 
Had With her hundred Gates been mov'd. 
 Chorats.. My God i my Go!! an enin; 
1. DHirttor. O Terrible 
© Meſſenger. © The Battle ceasd 101 | 
And 'filence reign'd more crea far thn ound 


Moſt dreadful,  Confternation held all mute. 


Under a Cope of falling Fire we ſtood ; 
Red Bolts, and blazing Sails, and burning Maſts, 
And 1 dread of monſtrous ſize in'flames 

wo. ; On 


LE 2 
WE OST.» 
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On us in terrible confuſion ſhower'd. «17 ttt“ 1 ' 
From that malignant hour the Glory fel. 

Of France, and Hope: her gallant Sons forſooxk . 
Yet on they toib d, deſperate of Victor, 
Of Fame ſtill mindful; and ſubdued -in Power 
Not ſpirit, terrible e vin in defeat... 
But ſuch is Britiſh Valour, Britiſh. Skill, 

Not long the conteſt; -/ Four alone eſcap'd, 

Of all our gallant Barks, the furious Foe: 

Fhe reſt or in the whelming Waters ſunk/ 

Or under hoſtile Colours captur'd lie. 5 c 
Miniſter. O Day of grief and endleſs ſhame wo 


STI 


France. ini Me 2d eln war 
Me enger. Sad was te ae when Morn re. 

turning ſhew'd' - b 40 eee 1117 41 
Our Ruins. Gallic Baits, ata nd 909 A. 
With ſtately Maſts and Streamers, ſhatter'd lay 
Wrecks on the Ocean, outs no more. The Bay 
Was ting'd with blood. Rudders and brokem 

Mlaſts, 9104 eee £3 

A — e to ung 
T he Shores were eee / 
slow borne, came headed wich the dead; Mean 


R time l De 95 38 09:4 341 3 i 


' 
| 
1 
| 
l 
| 


Cc 82 ) 
From Ship to Ship were heard the groans of men 
Under ſharp wounds lamenting: "Gloomy thoughts 
Sadden'd the Captives; who with envy 'view'd  / 
The dying and the dead, o'ef whom they hung 


Or mourning, ot attendant, duties Cadiicf mt 3 

Chorus. O Warriors brave in vain! ee | 
Sonate rtf won ende Av 

i/. Director. Loud doubtleſs were _ PRO 

Conqueror's ſhouts, .' oo eV 

Meſſenger. No: ne'er did Man, with weh wee 

Glory eloath'd, -- S 


Bear him ſo meek, To God he give the pr 


Owning himſelf his humble Miniſter. 


The Honours proud heap'd on him he e 5 


With bluſhes, or with gentle ſpeech repell'd, 
As one ſcarce worthy. - When be nam'd the 


Fight, 
He rather ſought . for deeds . 


9 
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Than praiſe for nobleſt Feats atchiev d.. 


V. Director. Forbear:  - ab 
His praiſes through the wide World ian 4 
No doubt: His fame, I know, can never: die: 


But in my cars let his name enter not: 


I ficken at the ſound, pdt, ene 
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ma | | Chorns,. 
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= Chotus, O France, depri d | 
OkGlory and of many gallant Sons, & 
In one ſhort night depriv'd; But now, thy will 
Through one wide Sea was la: now thou doſt fly 
In every Ocean upon every Shote' 
From thy triumphant. matchleſs eee 

Direfor. So ends the ſcene of Albion's 


promis d fall. 0 851 a be 4b] 
Ait. O were enn 
the Seat Mops a8 EDTA een 
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Ev'n now, o Citend while here we ſtand © 
In deep Deſpondence funk and pallid ſhame 3 = 
From all her Towers the joyful Streamers wave 1 
Through alt her Vales the metry Bells reſound ;- 
While, * * ee age vis =» 
is Lund, 
Reecelidinl ſhout odds de Büttel bes 
Swelling with Pride, and lighted up es 
Chorus, Far other ſcenes fadden +94 | 
O Youths betoy'd,' 0 Slaughter d Sons, for e a 
In bitterneſs of heart we weep, and tnotirn, 
Unhappy France; thy dire defeat and ſhame! > 
- Minifter. Obſerve” our Brother chere : how 21 
| " fix'd he 'ſtands' * 
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Muſing i in agony ſevere. On Earth 
He bends his eye, and has not utter d word, ; 
Since the fad Meſſenger his ſtory told. 
1ſt. Director. Brother, you tremble, pale- 
neſs o'er. your face HO N80 \& to 

Quick wanders, chang d 8 to fiery red. 
Aud. Director. O thou Republic rais d in oe 
| perous hour is} b/20@07g 

Vpon che wreck of Thrones ts yy days.paft 
So great, ſo dread, Rival of famous Rome; 

It was my. hope to have exalted thee / ron avi 
To a proud height, from, which on all the Realms 
Of the wide Earth, beneath thee. low depps d. 
Thou might ſt have. look d in Lordſhip, down; 
wn. and ſent Els. I fn 518 II 
Thy mandates forth to her extremeſt Shores. 


Away ambitious dream. Had, Albion falln, 
Though the faur quarters of eee 
In oppoſition, thou hadſt met the ſhock, 

And ris'n ſuperior; O that hateful Ie! 
Her Genius, overawes, and keeps thee Hori #, 

| Miniſters Me, ref may . Albion ien et muy | 


1 fall. e hy 43 0 .* Di N 
204. Director. 8 0 Miniſter; while thou 
all or J 2 Sa 
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Gaze on a yon Sun and breathe this vital air. 
Long o er our Graves ſhall beat the Winter Store, 
Ere N: ation riſe, able u upon the Seas 

To maſter her triumphant Fleets; of ſtay | 
Their Shock tremendous, Bark to Bark & aha 


Chokus. 


Gan 0 France, devoted Realm, we much. 
lament 1 

Thy loſt, thy hapleſs Sons: They were the prey | 

Of wild Ambition and hard Tyranny. | 

Ye gallant Youths, who pour'd on Egypt's Coaſt | 

Your lives, peaceful may be your ſleep in death. | 

O ye have ſunk, your aged Sires with tears 

Dwell on the thought, have periſh'd i in a cauſe, 

Where thoſe, who reverence T 28 ſhould not 
be found, | 

And Ruin, ſure \ or - ſoon or 1 tk to fall - 

Upon the unjuſt, hath early fallen on you. 

Le died not fighting for your native Land; 

No lifting ; Sword againſt your Country” ” Fo oJ z 

N a People happy and in Peace, 3 

- Your. 9 85 110 WES your we 5 no war de- 

E 2 No 
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No outrage-ſuffer'd, ev'n in the hour, in which 
Le promis d Safety moſt, and ſpotleſs Faith, 
Ye ruſh'd, and hurl'd the ſtorm of horrid War. 
O Shame of broken Faith 0 perjured F rance 3 
Therefore, though in a gallant field ye wells .. 
No fame is yours, no glory from your death 
Waits on your name or kindred. O extreme 

Gf miſery, when to loſs and ſhame we add 

The thought, that on us merited they come. 

Ye were oppoſed to a For, who ſtand | 
Lords of the Sea: through ages they o ermatch'd 
Our Sires: And we ne'er ſend our Navy forth, 
But to adorn their Brows with Laurels new. 

To break their Power, or on the broad Sea cry, 
Here be thy bounds, 0 Briton, ſtay thy Barks, 
Were talk as vain, as to attempt the Winds | 

To circumſcribe, or ſtop the driving tide 

Wild pouring in oyer the broken Rocks. 


2 121 
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Forth ruſh'd the furious form 5 yore, * 
Which northward from our on Mainland Irore 
5 Promontory vaſt and fieep; Ee 
And plac'd it in ty unbounded deep: 
IT | While 


* 


rie 
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While through the Chaſm, yawning wide, 
Pour'd in the all- ſubduing Tide. 

The new born Iſle below the Main 

Was bound with adamantine Chains 

Sublime the hoary Cliffs were rear'd ; 
While interpoſed delicious ſcenes appear'd, 
Green Woods, and airy Downs, and Streams, 

and Vales, 


Shining with Summer Suns, and ſooth · d ak 
- Weſtern Gales, | 


Auris Toru 6350 
High on a Cliff above the Flood, 
The Genius of the Iſland ſtood : 
A Sea green Veſt was round In „ 
A Wreath of Sea-weed twin'd his head; 
He ſhook his Trident o'er the Deep, 
"Ani Tung his wild Song from the Steep. 
Le Strangers of a foreign Strand, 
O come to my delightful Land: 
Here ancient Oaks the high Hills crown ; 
Here white Flocks range o'er ned 2 x ſyelling 
| Down; 5 | 
; Here 


C25 
Here * hames majeſtic flows tor es ah frui I 


Plains; + 
And Devon's fairy Vales reſound the Minſtre!'s 
Strains, n * 
| FTIR 5 1 To 2 
> STROPHE: . 


The Ihe, though ſmall, of unknown name 7 
Shall riſe in diſtant times to fame; 
And all the wide World's richeſt Störe: 
Reach on each entering Tide my Shöfes. 
Deſcending from their Hills the Woods 
Shall floating ſtem the briny Floods : 
My Britpns quit the peacetul Vale, . 
And rear the Maſt, and ſpread the Sail, 
And, with-proud Banners high unfurt 
Boynd o'er the billowy | er and ave the 
World. 
Come then, ye Strangers, to my Shores, 1 be 
Lords of this Wr Iſle, and Rulers of the Sea, 


* 10 
| AnTisrrovns 2. 


| They 9 and to the unpeopled Shore , 
Their Arms and Tents and Kindred bore ; 8 
6 Founded 


4 3 
| Founded a warlike Race, and gare 
A Ruler to the ſtormy Wave. 
And He, who, ſwell'd with fancies vain, 
2 Diſputes their long eſtabliſh'd, reign, 
Or in the Deep will breathleſs lie, 
Or pine in fad Captivit .. ..... ..,.. 
Or, like yon Gaul, the conteſt oer, 
la one weak ſhatter'd Bark regain the Shore; 
Who flies in evil hour Egyptian Nile, 
And leaves the World of Waves to man 
e, ton nd b0 oaveoy wr 
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Miniſter. Galli to, arms: Prepare to, 8 of 
War i in adyance, nor, as of "Hp on W Ty 
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Or diſtant Po, but at your Gates arriv'd, . | _ 
Dread cbundering round your, peaceful 3 
The n n - 
Of Albion, but much more her F irmneſs tried r 
Mid'ſt danger, and her Proweſs, mutual Faith FE 
Reſtoring, rouse the Weſt fram ſide to fide. . | 
N If Director. 


| 
| 
| 


I} 
11. Dir#for.. Then kirewell to the lofi hopes. 
of Fange? VII 
Farewell Ambition; we have reath'd the heighth 
Of all our Fame; and, ke the glorious Sun, 
When Noon'is paſt, we haften to our ſetting; 
Nor ever more in the full blazing Sky | * 
Shall we attract the wondering gaze of 0 
« Minifter. Far to the North, ae Weſt- 
phalian Plains, * 
Prouffia his Legions threatfil ttioves· "TE Elbe, 
The frozen Oder, and cold Baltic Shores 
Nerv'd their firm Limbs. To Camps deyoted, 


Peace 


* 
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2 Bringing no reſt from Martial coil they ſhew, 


To what height human ſtrength, by human fill 
'Ordered, and to perfection wrought, may climb, 
Hundreds of Thouſands, chad in ſhining Arms, of 
And ſhaded o'er by Banners, that diſplay WIL 
An Eagle bearing an Imperial ron, | 
Severely ſilent, as one man compact, 
They move, and ofer Batavia, like a orm, © 
Hang dark, and ſoon may deluge all her Coaſts, 
Ys 'Diretter.. Ruin © ertake the We Mo- 


nmarch's Throne. 
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England with dazzling blaze of Victory 

Kindles his enterprizing Soul, averfe 

To leave to Britons ſole the high reno wm 

Of bounds preſcrib'd to Gallia's daring ba 
Miniſter. The ſound of Arms difturd'd Ger- 

: mania — ET Ie 

Round the low borders of Hungarian Lakes, 

And up on cold Carpathian Rocks, the Youth | 

Have heard the Imperial call, and ſeize the ſpear. 7% 

While numerous I N nearer lie, and wait 


= % 


The Trump, i impatient of defeat and ame 
Under eclipſe long held. Reclin'd in Tents, 
Or near Italian Streams, WI and Po, 

Or choſe bleſt Vales, which under Alpine hills” 
Shelter the peaceful Griſons, gloomy, fierce,” 1 
And ſham'd well nigh to phrenzy by diſgrace,” 
They "lift the warlike Eagle, and unſheath * 
The far-reſplendent Sword, burning to leave, | 
As fits heroic Souls, to later, TTY THY 
Their ancient Tn 5 00 and lame r reſtor d. | 
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- DEE f icht, eb imo Bin Ae 14 8: 
Ia Y to the ile Ml Pt. delay © | "_ 
Command our Embaſſy to bow their plume, 
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And from their lofty claims ;deſcend,” Intrigue; 
And tame ſubmiſſion. now-muſttake:the-place -i/, 1 |: 
Of 3 * 97 9 
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we” DIRECTOR. "i DIR RECTOR.” 
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MINISTER. Caonys., MESSE: ENGER..... 
v0% M1 735041 nrthaats ) io no qu m1 F\ 
Munger.” Galla, the Turk 5 VP; t 
„ Gs 
From Moſque and Tower 1 fam the Creſcent 
. | [ ts be] 
O'er wide Propontis and.the Boſphorus. . 1 5 = 
1 ſaw the rous'd Seraglio's veteran Files, 3067 0 
Spahis gud Jain rar turban d Hoſts 
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And ſhield of Othman' 5 —4. houſe. They life 
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The Lance, and aſk the promis d F dight, an and wild, 
Point to the Chriſtian Foe; Ardent they burn 


* 310 lr 


To raiſe the out of Triumph, 9 or in dea dea 
Riſe upon high. e to Paradiſe, and there, 


78 


1 
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With blooming Houris d well it in bliſsful Bowers. 
And. Direstor. With Houris! let them dwell, ſo 


90 
Gaul, poſſcſs R 
ane ene aero enen ce. F 
9 7. " Their 
by: 40 | . 
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Their Paradiſe, and Virgins of the Earth; © - : 
Dull heavy Race to Nleep- ſecurely on, 
e rat: Bars hung ae o'er oer 
ride Por 196 
nee. N cu. Power, who « al 
the North 1 0 
Aſian and European adn collects 
Her Warriors, and in multitudes deſcends. 
As ſome vaſt tide, Ganges or Wolga, flows 
Swell'd in its courſe” by numerous  Sreums, that 
de if 50% rf 
On hills far diſtant, watering famous Realms: 
So on the Ruſſian rolls, gathering from tribes 
Various and wide his force, the Coflhes fierce. © 
Once'Poles; wWho now on Tanais'dwell; at length 
Free from Oppreſſors: The Siberian Hordes, 
Or Oftiacks or remote Tunguſii, ſpread 
Wide, nigh the Pole, o'er OP * through 
| '_ which kf; FA 
Ody and Lena frozen currents creep: 
The Tartars, wandering Deſarts ho.-˖⅛ no more 
From Paſture on to Paſture, ſtream to ſtream, 
But into Towns Kaſon and Aſtracan. 
| a learn the charm of ſocial life. - 
| F 2 Thon- 
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Thouſands beſides'approach diverſe in bed. 
Admiring each the other's ſtrange Attire 
And Colour, manners new, and varying "ire |; 
Kalmucks and Fins and Kamſchadals. Combin'd 
They move in files to Danaw and the Rhine; 
Or under ſail ſteer on to Grecian Iſles, 
Intrepid, furious, deſperate of life 
Not knowing but to conquer, ſuch, as once | 
O'erturned old Rome, Protectors, now they ſay, 
Of Europe, but ere long, perhaps, its Lords. 
2nd. Director. That Foe is dread indeed. 
- They lie in peace 
Region: No Bark of ours can touch vis Coalt, 
No Legion wave its Banners o'er their plains, 
A continent between: From Ruſſian Hoſts, 
Defeat eſcap'd, nothing to France can come 
But empty Fame with loſs of Men and Wealth. 
Meſſenger. At Naples, 6 Fleet and 
Nelſon's name, 
Triumphant through the Eaſtern Seas, FROn fir'd 
Her Councils, and the dubious Legions rous d. 
The Youth with patriot ſpirit ruſh to arms. 
They leave their Hills, and genial Skies, and Vines, 
Their Olive * Groves, and Myrtle Shores 
Circling 
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Circling delightful Bays: The wooded Steeps, 
And Vales and Streams romantic, far remov'd 
In that bleſt Iſle:beyond the roaring Streight, 
They leave, and under Banners ſtreaming wide, 
Son o'er with Royal Lilies, like a Rock 
Stand firm, and dare the conquering Chiefs of 
France. | | 
and. Director. O England, ven appears thy 
mighty arm. | 
But for thy proweſs and triumphant Fleet, 
Sicilia for the worth of his high Crown 
Had not our anger dar'd: and but for Thee 
Had from his high Throne fall'n, ere this, with 
1. Director. Arm, arm, ye Gates trough 
all our Provinces | 

Be Trumpets ſounded, Standards marks Shake off 
Ye Youths, the inglorious ſloth of peace, and fly 
Forth to the borders of your Realm. All France 
| Riſing at once will ſcarce avert the ſtorm 
Rais'd by triumphant England; O how chang'd 
From Her, whom in our empty boaſts: ſo late 
We doom'd to ruin ſure and final ſname. 
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Mariner. England wren e Acro ende. 
| rot: det 503 nb ban wrt 
2nd. Director. Call . ws been nm 
ner'd Reyaliſt. ACh: e 
It ſhall not be. In all the power of words 
There's not a ſound that ſo offends my ſenſe. 
Infamous Wretch, thou drudge of factious Men. 
Who wiſh it ſq: Out of my ſicht. What! ho! 
Off with the prating Gaul to hot Cayenne. 
Mariner. As I do live I ſpeak but what I ſaw. 
J have been toſs d upon the ſtormy Main. 
We dar'd the driving ſtorm unawd: We dar'd 
The waves that roſe in Mountains round our Barks; 
And o'er the dark Sea ſaw at length remote 
lerna's miſty Mountains riſe: The Foe e 
With ſpreading Sails in threatful flate appear d 
Far off: We met: Severe the fight but ſhort : 
Three of our Barks advantag'd by the Storm, 
Alone return'd; and in their courſe, alas! 
Deſcried at diſtance o'er the ſwelling waves 
Seven 


0 4.) 

Seven. Gallic Veſſels, bearing o er the Seas 
Legions entire; Arms, and illuſtrious Chiefs, 
Theit Banners fallen, and led by Conquerors, hold) 
Their mournful courſe. to Britain's hoſtile Shore. 

2nd. Dirator O name not, name no more that 
It haunts my troubled; mind in dreams, and drive, 
Nightly Repoſe from me, and wonted Reſt. 
Europe in wonder views her mighty Feats: 2 
And, by her great example forc'd, appears A 
Again in Arms, and thunders in the Field. 
Be it to ſound of Trump | inſtant proclaim'd, 


That no man * through France on, n pain 'of 
death. 


* 


Of England 8 Glory. Ruin on his head” * 
Who with applauſe can treat our ese * 
Or ſigh deſponding o'er his Country's name. 
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Wild diſcontents run through the troubled ors 
Ready to burſt in fury forth. The Youth 

Of Belgium, born on Demer arid flow Scheld, 
Rebellious rear the ſtandard proud, and Hur! 
Defiance to the unconquer'd Sons of France. 

They ſcorn, tis ſaid, to ſtoop beneath a Power, 
WIA on the Seas a n The" conitrouls. 


YR | fe ** 


iſt. DIRECTOR. and. DIRECTOR. g | 
STER, Crorvs. 


Miniſjer. Over the Alps expe commotions 
1 bay ö . 21 

Ere ſince, by hard neceſſity compell d, 8 
We left the Sea to our great Foe, the States. pi 
Ligurian and Ciſalpine, friends of F rance, 
Creatures of our formation, brooking ill 
The foreign Yoke, murmur, and into Arms 
Threaten to ruſh. Another ſuch defeat 
Buy Albion given, Heſperia's numerous Realms 
Win riſing ſpurn at France; and all our _” 
On Po and Tiber be as Shadows paſt. 


If Director. O * 3 O ) fading! 
1 dream, 


Object 


tC: in, I: 
Object of all our wiſhes, Albion's fall 
Juſt brought within our ſeeming reach, now march 
For ever from us. O tormenting State! 


Thrown down from our high hopes, diſgrac'd, | 
And Impotent, we ſee our Riyal riſe 
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In Glory, and diſplay her mighty Power, 

At once our dread and envy. O ye hours 

Of dark misfortune, how do all your thoughts 
Sad of themſelves, aſſume a gloomier hue 
When guilt diſdains the means in ruin clos'd. 
Defeat brings Infamy. Final ſucceſs 

With Glory had obſcur'd all ſhame. Diſgrace 
Inſtead; and reprobation, with contempt 
Commingled, will on the diſaſtrous att 
Attend, and from our punieſt Foes incurr'd, 
Sicilia, Melita, and Othman's Race. 

O ſtate of human ſufferings, moſt ſevere, 
Moſt baſe, when Man baffled in guilty ſchemes, 
Indignant ſwelling, is the ſcoff of thoſe + | 


Whom:he contemns, yet wants the power to awe* 
and. Direftor. Talk not of tat or _ or 


troublous thoughts, 


17% 


Be War our theme. All Europe under arme 


At the great call of proud triumphant England 


7 ERiſes 
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Riſes on France: Why let her come entire: 


We will not die like Traitors : In the field 
We will be found buried beneath a Pile 

Of our fierce Foes. They ſhall adorn our fall 
With flow of the moſt noble blood, that beats 
In European Veins. Their's, with ſucceſs, 

Be Death, and Deſolation, and Lament, 

Ours, though with final Ruin, wide Revenge. 


CruonRvus. STROPHE t. 


It comes, it comes, the deathful hour : 
Over the Eaſtern Hills of France 
The. Watchman from his higheſt Tower 
Sees Europe's threatful Sons advance. 
Along the Mountain's craggy height, 
Hoſts upon Hoſts, in dread array, 
Their long unfolding Files diſplay 
Beneath the Morn's full blazing light : 
And Helms and Arms terrific gleam 14 
And blood red Banners waving ſtream. 
O'er Mountain, Wood, and Heath, 
They chavnt the ſong of Death. 
51 ; | Hark ! 


1 
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Hark ! under War's dread . groans the 


Wheel. 


Hark ! how the Plain is ſtruck with ſounding 


Hoots of Steel. 


ANTISTROPHE I. 


Viſions of horror, come not near, 
But ſpare, O ſpare, my aching, eye: 
The Young the Brave beneath the Spear 
Stretch'd o'er the plain unnumber'd lie. 
Hark ! to the Cannon' $ horrid ſound. 
Lo! furious o'er the proſtrate throog 
| The Horſeman rapid flits along: 
Rivers of blood pollute the ground. 
85 Bathing his Arm i in human gore ; ;, 
See Vengeance walks the dire Field oer. 
And while, diffoly'd i in tears, 
Soft Pity diſappears, 
Ambition in his bright Car on the Plain 
Uprears his Giant Front, and hails his * 
Reign. | : 


1 . 
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STROPHE 2. 


"Behold yon peaceful City round | 

Wild ſlaughter breathing Leaions cloſe. 
At once hath ceas'd each mirthful ſound, 
'The careleſs ſmile, and ſweet repoſe. 
For ſpotted Peſtilence is chere; ; 

And F amine, who with faded bloom 
Sits pointing to the opet'd tomb; 5 
And Terror fix'd in ſtupid ſtare, 
While nightly through che darken'd fky 
The Balls in fiery arches fly; 

Or chance, when all at reſt 

With ſilent ſleep are bleſbd, 
Sudden the Mine ſprings with exploſion dire, 
And with earth ſhaking blaſt breathes forth a ſtorm 

of fire. 


ANT1ISTROPHE 2. 


The lofty City bows its head, 
+» The maſſy Gates the Turrets fall: 
And furious ruſh with thundering tread 
The Legions * the rifted Wall. 
| Toſs'd 


-? 
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Toſs'd high the fiery Torches flaſh: 
| While blazing Temples caſt a light 
Diſaſtrous through the gloomy Night. 
Hark! how the falling Ruins craſh! - 
The Widow's ſhriek the Orphan's cry 
Rais'd in deſpair, aſcend the ſky ; 
Save who in horror flee, | 
And from the high hills ſee 
Their wide extended Domes, to ru giv'n, 
Roll a long tide of fire, mingled with ſmoke, to 
Heav'n. 
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EyoDE. 


Ariſe, O Chriſtian God, ariſe ; 

Pity our ſorrows, hear our cries: 

To thee of yore on Loire and Seine, 
Our Fathers rear'd the ſacred Fane, | 
And rais'd the rapturous hyma divine, 

And fill'd with breathing ſweets the ſhrine. 
Although thy law in evil hour _ 

We left, and ſpurn'd thy holy power, 
Yet, bruis'd by thy avenging hand, 1 
Sad objects of thy wrath we ſtand, 

; F I 
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And lift to thee the melting eye. 
O heal our ſorrows, hear our cry, 
So with thy Temples be our Mountains 


crown'd; 
And e crowds" before wy Altars 
bend, il . 
While ſwinging Cenſers: breathe their fra- 
grance round, LF 
And the full Organ's ſwelling Notes aſcend ; 
And through the vaulted Roof and lengthen- 
ing Iſle, 1 
The loud Hoſannas riſe op fill the | las 


Pile. 


iſt. DIRECTOR, MINISTER; Corus. 


ih Diver. 0 days ol ſhame, end ace all joy 
0 France. 
A1 Stranger to o deep, * paſs d a trou- 
blous night ; Tp 
And morning cathe, not as it wont; with hope 
Of Triumphs sweeten'd, but unwelcome made 


Wich thought of Britain, her renown and] Joy. 
Chorus, 


| (7 8-3: 
Chorus. See with diſturbed Gait and Counte- 


nance wild 
The Citizen doth. hither hie in haſte... 


And. DIRECTOR. iſt, DIRECTOR, 
MINISTER. | Cxoxvs. m 


and. Direttor. If I do live, I faw him. 
Chorus. Mighty God! 

What mean thy words? | 
and. Director. Not as we knew him here, 

Humbled, a Sufferer, Majeſty extinct, 

But in high Glory, cloath'd with radiant light. 
Chorus. Whom haſt thou ſeen ? | 
2nd. Director. The hour is nigh at hand, 

When on the Throne of his great Anceſtors 

A King ſhall ſit : and our ſtupendous work, 

The' great Republic,” paſs'd away, become - 


But-as a Viſion flown, an empty Dream : 

Me warning terrible hath viſited. | 
it. Director. Whence comes this dreadful, this 

+ Prophetic voice? REC 


and. Director. There is a God, there is a God. 
» | | Chorus. 
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- Chorus. There is: 
And Him all Creatures early or late muſt own. 
and. Director. O night to be forgotten ne'er ! 

Such Night 3 R 

Till this I never paſs'd : Nor ſuch again 

Would paſs for the full ſway of the wide World. 

Hear then. After long toſſing, into ſleep 

I ſunk; and in my dream I ſtood, methought, 

On a Green Plain, o'er which the riſing Sun 

Shone pleaſant : at one end, beneath its orb, 

Under a Canopy of noble State, 

With ſteps aſcendant, ſtood a Throne : around 

Were hangings rich, Crimſon inwrought with Gold 

Adorn'd with fam'd devices, pictur'd Shields, 

And Signs Armorial, grace of elder times. 

Around were rang'd, who once of all the Land 

Higheſt were deemed. Princes, and titled Chiefs, 

And holy Fathers mitred. Down the Plain 

Long Files of armed Youth with glitiering Helms 

Stretch'd far, beneath white Banners * The 
Hills, 

That on each ſide roſe gentle, were 0 . 

With gazing Crowds, their tops with bigh Trees 
.crown'd. S oat” abt os 


c * 
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Cedar and Pine. While on the wonderous ſtene 


I gaz d, appearing from the furtheſt end 1 
Of che green Plain, a Form like that, which Bards 
Feign of Britannia, forward mov'd. Her port N 
Was Martial, and inſpired awe.” A Shield 
She bore, on Which a Lion was impreſs'd : 3 

And on her Helm, with lofty bending Plumes 


Enrich'd, was wrought' in Golden Characters, 


Barra or Evroes Saviour, Friend of 
o 

Beſide her one of Royal Carriage movd 

On through the radient Files, which, as ſhe paſs'd, 

Paid homage, up to the Imperial Throne, 

Midſt Soul inſpiring ſounds of martial notes, 

And the loud voice of joyous multitudes, 

She led him. At the foot arriy'd, ſhe bowd 

Stately her Helm, and diſappear'd. The Steps 

He mounted; and, upon his Throne uprais d, 

With Countenance of Joy, Mercy, and Love, 

Look'd round. At once the Peers, the Princely 

Forms, | 


| The Legions, and the People numberleſ 


Sent up a Shout of univerſal-Praiſe, '' 


- 


That ſeem'd to rend the air. Tears of delight 


boo! H Burſt 
508i 8 ö 
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Burſt fram ten thouſand Eyes. - When ſudden, lo! 
Omen prodigious, to the Weſt all eyes 
Were turn d: From out an amber Cloyd appear d, 
Circled with radiant light, the Form benign 
Of Louis, Martyr once, now Saint in Heaven: 
Such I muſt ſpeak him, ſuch mine eyes beheld, 
Upon the gorgeous Scene his gaze he fix'd, 
And way'd a Palm Branch; ſeeming ſo to bleſs 
His Peaple, and approve their holy work; 
Then with a bright Cloud veil'd, was ſeen no 
more. 1 
Noris. Is ! what A Glory fills the Gee, 
and ſee 1 
Down yonder hill, circled with 156 Soils, | 
A Form, the Image of our W King, 


eben mars 
i. DIRECTOR; wid DIRECTOR. NI. 
NISTER. (together). 
Away, away, away. —— 
Ne of HOMAS. Cuon vs. br 
Las O | Sic Plains fare Canes 
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Blood ſtainꝰd. and e ö with — Corſes 
once | n 
Far other, in the blythe dance beat, and ſounds | | 
Echoing of Joy, beneath my gentle Rule; © © 
How are ye chang'd ! of all the good and great f 
Diſpeopled, whom in Hall and empty Fane 
Gazing I miſs. O France, O native Land, * 
Ungrateful were thy Sons, whom yet I Io ,, 
And mourti their gullt, their ſhathe; their miſery.” 
Would I could aid them now, as once I toll 
Mortal, eee night, by day, to work them good. 
Spirit of Mercy, great is thy reward Wi 

In top Worlds, we hope, thy deſtin'd Seat. | 
Tonis. O Feuchafen, 0 "oY whey wed weak 

— nee 8 1 
of profperous days, freedom; ahd peace, and j joy 
Or ſocial, or domeſtic, while perplex'd 0 
In error, from right reafon far and God 1 
Ye ſtray, by proud conceits and fancies wild,. 
Offspring of minds vain and miſled, enſlav d. 
Deluſion ſtrange, chat Men, ſo largely endow'd 
With intelle divine, mould think, that leg d“ 
For general good, they vindicate the rights 
Of © as while they bathe their ſwords in blood? 

H 2 Of 
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Of Juſtice, while they rob the poor and weak 
Of Nature, while all her ſoft ties they looſe ; 
Of Freedom, while to Exile or to Death 
They lead forth all who dare oppoſe their will; 
Of Reaſon, while the curb they rudely pluck 
From Paſſions fierce and vile, Reaſon's worſt Foes. 
They did their God reje&t; and He in turn, 
Unhappy Race, rejecting gives them up, 
As once the Ancient World, that they ſhould truſt 
In falſchoods, and to groſs diſhonour fall, 
And, boaſting to be wiſe, fink nigh to Brutes. 
Chorus, O my unhappy Sons, in You we trace 
The features now deſerib d, too ſad, too true. A 
Louis. Beneath an Iron Sceptre now they groan 
Sore bruis'd, ſure, and of all, who impious ruſh 
Into ſuch ſtate. When Reaſon quits her Seat, 
And baſe affections riot, and let looſe 
Men into all diſorders furious run 
Brute like; Then Force, the only ſway, which 
B | 3 
Acknowledge; muſt to them upliſt her voice 
Ommipotent, and raiſe her mighty Arm. 
Which, where it falls, deſtroys. They bend mean time 
Submiſs ; and, certain mark of vicious mind, 
1 Moſt 


& 8: 
Moſt baſe. upon their proud Oppreſſors fawn., . 
Chorus. - Would we had bravely fall'n in earl 
youth I; © + 4667 1 
We had not then TOY our 8 * lng wy 
Than baſe Morocco's:Caſts, or fierce Algiers. - 
Louis. O my unhappy People, ye are us d 
In anger * high God, for Righteous ends, _ , 
Undoubted, but through means, your own free 
ie mie eg to A, 
Teeming with Guilt” ye are e ſelected forth, | 
Like Peſtilence, or F amine, or the Storm, 
To be the Miniſters of wrath, on Realms , _ 
Fall'n, and to ruin doom'd. Therefore awhile 
He doth uphold you high 1 in power; 8 
And what miſnam'd vain men call Glory, gives; 
Ere long, your direful ſervice o'er, to fall 
Into neglect, and impotence, and ſhame, 
As ſignal, as was late your dreaded Might. 
; Chorus. O at that hour of Viſitation who 
Shall ſtand unhurt, or his rais'd wrath abide ? 
Lau Le hop'd 10 build your Realm on 
Britain fall'n. a | 
As eaſy might ye the vaſt . Rock 
Pluck from the Deep, or ſtay the rolling Sphere, 


© 6 ) 
As over Britain Conquetor ſtand. She rules 
In Juſtice, and the weal of all the world 
Secks in her Councils. High her Rulers ſit 
*Bove all temptation rais'd ; and fend far forth 
Their Armaments, the wonder of the World, 
And Men and Chiefs in {kill and gallant deeds 
Never excell'd. And, What is ſure deferice' 
*Bove Spear or Shield, they place their hope in God; 
And going forth to war, or home return'd' 
Triumpfiant; offer up to him their Prayers in 
Of Praiſe, or for Protection. Therefore He 
Bleſſes their arms , and gives them Power and wean 
And Gloty; And &er all the ſpacious Globe 
Makes them his Inſtruments of future good 
To Nations ſavage now, in diſtant times 
Deſtin'd to Gteatneſs and Endowments high. 
Ye have no power over their miglity ſtrength: paul 
But from themſelves can they experience change 
Of their bleſt ſtate. Till they have left the paths 
Of juſtice, and their God forgotten, He, g - 
Tis certain, will not leave their favour'd Ifle = 
Or give them up to Foes and mortal Strength. 
Chorus. O that our Sons, the people of this 
Land, | [3 27,905 KY 
Would 


C @ } 

Would by ati Enemy be taught; and formed 
To riyal worth, aſcend to rival Fame. Wy. 
TLouis. May * be bleſt: In other Worlds 'on 
„high e 
Your King, your ar Moor; He, as FAVOR yearg 
Toil'd for your peace, now watches o'er your weal 

In ſuch ſort, as departed Spirits may. 
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Chorus. Hark ! "tis the war Trump. 
Louis. O my. Gauls, repent. 
And to the high God of your Fathers turn. 
Be Juſt : Be Merciful : Ambition check 1. 
Leave War: Each upon other bend the Eye 
Of Charity: and bid my people ſit Nee 
Under their Vines, and eat their bread in peace. 
So only can ye hope, bleſſed of Heaven, 
Reſpect though Nations round, and Peace at home. 
Chorus. See to the Borders of our Kingdom ruſh 
The Legions forth, and darken all the Plain. 
 Lowis. O Frenchmen, O my People, O ay Sons, 
What a moſt awful criſis 1s at hand : 
Rivers of Gallic blood muſt flow; up torn ; 
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From their foundations lofty Cities fall; 

The Rocks and lonely Mountains be o'erſpread 

With Corſes; through the land from ſide to ſide 

Mourning be ſeen, and deep lamentings heard, 

And Deſolation ſadden all the Realm. | 

O Frenchmen, O my people, O my Sons, 

Miſled ye deem'd that guilty means, if uſed 

For Righteous ends, to Virtue lead and Peace: 

But find alas! too late, they ſurely bring 

That fouleſt ſtate of proſtituted Mind, 

Guilt without ſhame and Puniſhments unſelt. 
Chorus. God of our Fathers, in thy mercy, O 

Shorten the time of our calamities: 7, 


In our extremeſt age, ere yet we go 

Down to the Grave, O grant that we may ſee 
Our Sons, to Thee and to right Reaſon turn'd, 
Repoſe in Peace, and live through proſperous days, 


Their God their Guardian, and their King their 


Guide. | 
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